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howa to the Widow ald F atherleſs, Ws 
eing a tru2 and wElkattefted Rel. 
tion of one Mary Blake in New 4 
furt, the chief City ol the Ile of 
Wiecht,. who was left a Widow, _ 
wif Four Children on the th of 
Sher meer 143. and being reduced 
11 Fe 1 Overty, applied to the Pa- 
s Charch-watden's Cruel. 
5 85 fitradle End, and her un- e 
expected n 5 
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* But few to her did Pity ſhow; _ N 
Or to the Jail you all mall go. 


Saying, good Woman get you gone; 


0 M * all ou woot, r didreſſed * 1 
That rove the World up and down Wd 
42 bitter want and poverty, | 
To hear my Ditty pray draw nigh. 

In the Ile of Wight did a Widow: duel, 


1 — Who for ſome Time had lived well; 


But when that her dear Huſband died, 
She for her Babes could not provide. |. 
Four little Children then had ſhe, 
Being drove to greateſt Poyert on 
The Cries her Children oft did make, T 


. 'Didcaufe her tender Heart to abe. rge 


Poor Saul | aſham'd te beg was the, if 
Tho put to great Extremity ; 
She cried, O Lord, take pity, pray, 
Let not my Babies famiſh'd be. 

At length ſhe did a Begging go, 


Go work quoth they, your Brats and) 70 
The rich Ones her did take in Scorn, 


Such Vermin are not fit to live, | 
1 . not. deither vill ene. 
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0 101 ſhe laid, pray caſt an eye; | 
ear the diftreſfed widow's cry, 
(las! what muſt I do for bread, 
ſy babes and I will ſagbe dead. | 
Then did ſhe wander to her home, 
alling for help to God alone; 
ul length unto the pariſh, ſne 
"1Wid chus go in humility. © 
Good gentlemen, ſome pity ſhow, 
lo one Whoſe heart is full of woe; - 
am a widow in- diſtreſs, | 72 
our babes I have that's fatherleſs : 
My buſband paid unto the poor, 
All ofices likewiſe he bore; 
zut ſince he's dead, in want am TI, 
nd foro d to beg your charity. 
This from the rich 1 do receive, 
The pariſh-muſt your wants relieve ; . 
n ſcorn they ſpurn me thus away, , / 
ind here Thor reliev'd to be. 
Then the church-warden he did ſay, 
e hear enough from ſuch as thee; . 
ſou are not fit to live, he cried, 1 
When for yourſelves you can't provide, . 
Kind fir, the ſaid, the Lord. you know | 
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4, Jn many a one, but does command 
he rich they; by the poor may ſtand, 
Dives, tho vaſtly rich and great, 
1 pas d dl at his _ : 3 . 
But 
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Did not cauſe riches for to ftow - I. 77 5 
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5 To the dark regions of the night; 
WR 
Tf were choak d with ſulphur and deſpair; 


8 ; What Abraham did then declare, An 


TY 1 While thy moſt wretched ſoul does pine To 


LINE This . Reyes he meh man's gals Ho 
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But from this life of * and thrall,. 
The r. did ſoon the beggar . 
CY gels did his foul convey, , 
bram's boſom, inſtantly ; "_ 
God: ſent grim death to gall away, ; 
© The rich man from his grandeur gay. 
Soon as his wicked ſoul took Wat, 


His gilded chariot, foon did turn, 
This that do- for ever burn. 
His taftes, which once ſo dainty were; 


His curious eyes.could Nac ſee 8 
. Bur {ouls in endleſs miſery. 8 5 Lo 
His bliſter d tongue did water coats; Its 
"And looking up, beheld the ſlave, I | Po 


Which he deſpiſed at his gatᷣce. 


In glory, and a-happy Rare, | © / - I He 


8 father Abraham, ſaid he, Ar 
And Lakin i oren. tome, [JA 
One drop of waxer let him bring, 1 £ 
Isa eaſe thoſe torments I am in. W: 


Remember, all you that live here, Tb 


n, you good things on earth poſſſt, 
hen Lazarus was much diſtreſt. Sa) 
And now he does in glory ſhine, She 


In everlaſting burning flames; 


he 


(- . 
f Then i in a fury he did ay, 
Go to the devil, he did ery 5. 
To you no money I will. give, 
You nor your brats I'll not relieve; 
Then ſpake the little infant dear, 
| Who aged was but ſeven year; 
My mother dear, truſt in the Lord, 
U give the tyrant his reward. 
No more for bread will I nals | 
Till it pleaſe God to ſend the lame; . 
e And ſo in peace let us go home, 


; Y And pur our truſt in God alone. &; i 


Tae little baby at her breaſt, 
Looked ſo. harmleſs in her Jace, 
Its hunger great laments in tears, 
Poor ſoul thus overwhelm'd with cares. 


Wringing her hands ſhe did go . 5 


Her children much for want Ad. nan: 
And as in grief ſne fat by them. 
A neighbour's dog by chance came in; 
A mouldy cruſt he then had got, 
| Which from ſome ether place be brot, 
The hungfy babes the bread did len 
© And ſhar'd it, every one a piece, 
„I This did oppreſs her heart full fore, - 
Saying, I this can ſee no more; 
She bid them all for bread go pray 
ne | To God, and ſo they went away. 
4 heſe innogents away they went, 
8. Raue _ WY there would þ ay anc 
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+ Upon their knees they ſtrait did fall, 
And unto heav'n thus did they call. 
{+ ,* Saying, O God, our prayers gr 
rs _ * Give bread to us poor children here; 
Our mother tells us that you are, 
Our God, likewiſe our father dear, | 
Nov let us leave the babes to mourn, 
And to the mother will return, 
Ton that poor and diſtreſſed are, 
- {© Now in God's mercy don't deſpair: . 7 
She ſhut the door; and took a knife, / 


Wich it to end her wretched life, I 
'.. Likewiſe two little infants dear, 

That on her knee a ſitting were. S; 
; Saying, I cannot ſee you die, T 

ö A voice, ſhe thought, ſhe heard to ory, U 
Stop thy, hand, God hears thy pray'rs, | 
And will relieve the widows cares. 8a 

- The great Almighty eye does ſee, It 

The rich men in their cruelty; 0 
How they the poor do now oppreſs, 3 
The widow and the fatherletis. M 
Turning herſelf about ſhe ſpyd VI 
- One that was of the heavenly tribe, IM 
His garments ſeemed lovely white, ; 
FShbe {wooned at the very ſight. | Go 


8 But now behold God' 8 . eye, . To 


Two gentlemen were riding b), 
Seeing thele Children thus at prayer, 


"Amazed were with wonder there. 3 8 — 
| | What 
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What are you doing, pretty babes? 
They ſaid, We're asking God for bread, © _ 
Our mother bid us here kneel down, —- 
Till Gad ſend bread: to carry home. | 
Shew us your mother, then they ſaid, 
And we wilt quickly give you bread, 
The joy full babies then arole,  _ 
And to their tender mother goes. 55 
| Her babes and ſhe lay on the ground, 
' ' They ſoon reviv'd her from her ſwoon, 
And when her wretched caſe they hears, ' 
It from their eyes drew floods of tears. 
A purſe of gold to her they gave, 
Saying, further we ſhall you relieve; 
Then did to the church- warden go, 
I Upbraiding him for doing fo. 
With that he in a fury flew, | 
I Saying, We may have enough to do, 
It we ſuch vermin ſhould relieve, 
On earth they are not fit to live. 
If T give her one bit of bread, _ 
May I e're morning be ſtruck dead; 
Vile wretch, the gentlemen did ſay, 
May God be juft to you we pray. 
Now, rich men, view, as in a glaſs. 
God's judgments heavy fall at laſt; 
To bed he went that very night, 
But vas ſtruck dead e' re morning light. 
His head was daſh'd in pieces ſmall, 
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His blood was ſprinkled on the wall, 2 8 
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A ditniat Sight, ad fad to view; „ 
- This many know for to be true. . 
The Overſeers ſent 5 17 10. 
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A 7 gave her tender Babes Relief, 

This put an Rad to all her Gtief. oh. 
This News did fpread the Place around, 

The poor have fince more Pity W 1 

- God grant this may a Warning a Flt 

» 'To-thoſe that uſe ſack Craeclty. 

For daily here we may eſpy,' 
The poor for hunger ſtarving lie; 
The rich met's degs.do better * 
Than many dabes that V7; Hehs are. 
Bur you that thus do waſt 'your fore, 
And live rende of the por g 
Remember death, for die you pst, 15 
And, Ro poor, . in the . . 
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